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uncertain in performance that a flight across the English Channel or
from New York to Philadelphia was front-page news. Then the
war began, and so stimulated aero invention that every month of it
advanced mechanical flight as much as a peace-time year could have
done. As aeroplanes increased in power, range and dependability, I
saw them only as vehicles of exploration.
On a visit to Washington in 1914 I even sought and secured an
interview with Admiral Peary to discuss the feasibility of using aero-
planes in the Arctic, taking lunch with him and his daughter, Miss
Marie Peary, who later became Mrs. Edward Stafford, at the Peary
residence. After I left, Peary turned to his daughter and predicted
a successful future for me in exploration. Only recently Mrs.
Stafford wrote and told me about this episode.*
But this slightly anticipates my story. When I came back from
London in 1913 I was thirty-three years old. Having now a definite
purpose in life, I could no longer be content with the aimless,
Micawber-like existence I had been leading, always waiting for
something to turn up. I had to have some definite work—congenial
work and yet work which should be preparing me for my destiny.
I sought it among the scientific bureaux of Washington, and in
December of that year secured an appointment as field assistant in
the U.S. Biological Survey.
The office or branch of the work to which I was assigned was
"Distribution of the Animal Life of North America." This meant
hunting for science, exploring for new varieties and species, and
studying the habits of all creatures of the wild. I entered upon
this work with enthusiasm, for it was exactly to my taste. In the
three years I remained with the survey, my job took me from Lower
California to Alaska.
My first assignment was to investigate wild mountain sheep in
the vicinity of Death Valley in southern California. I did my hunt-
ing in the Panamint Mountains, going in with a four-mule team
from Bigpine in Owens Valley on the eastern edge of the Sierra
Nevadas. My driver, I remember, was a man with a wooden leg.
They are all Nelson sheep in that part of the Western mountains,
* Peary's words, as quoted by Mrs. Stafford, were: "Keep your eye on that
young man. He has not only youth and courage but ability and imagination. He
will go far."

